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and save your helpless daughters? We are not ogresses, we are human
princesses.   Oh, oh, who will go and tell the truth to the cruel king?

[Enter two goddesses.]

FIRST GODDESS. We are the goddesses that guard the two handsome
and noble princesses, women as valuable as silver. Their father-in-law
thinks that they are ogresses and will kill them soon. Sister, we must
hasten and save our wards from pain and death.

[The orchestra plays as the goddesses walk towards the PRIX-
CESSES.    The PRINCESSES ask them who they are.]

SECOND GODDESS. Smile, laugh, be happy, princesses. We are your
unseen guardians that lead you on paths of virtue. We will soon fetch
the prince-hermit, who will tell his father that you are his daughter-
in-law and you her sister.                                                       [Exeunt.]

SCENE 16
THE FOREST
Enter HERMIT.   Enter GODDESSES.

GODDESSES (together). Oh, oh, lord. Listen, young prince who has
followed the example of the hermit Maydaryi and dwell in peace in
the gray-brown forest, with trees washed in mist and dew, we are the
goddesses who guard the two princesses, we guard and love them as
their mother, now dead, loved them. We have come in haste as the
two maidens are in great danger and pain.

HERMIT. I know who you are now, but I do not know how my
diamond-princesses are in pain. Why are they in pain? Are they
being put to death because of some crime ? Are their bodies a-weary
with pain?

GODDESSES (together). Oh, oh, lord! Listen, little Buddha-bud
who adorns himself in flowers of piety. The princesses look as if
they were ogresses. Your father, maddened by love of his elder born,
hates all ogres, and thinking the two princesses to be those hateful
beings, has put them in chains.

HERMIT.   I hear.   But how did they come to look like ogresses?

GODDESSES {together). Oh, oh, master. Listen, hermit, heir to a
throne, who strings the flowers of piety and meditation. A tree-god,
to save them, put magic dresses on the two gold-buds, making them
look like ogresses. But he forgot to take the diesses off. The two
beauties are now as helpless as little sparrows caught in a strong net.